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Worship Resource Packet for Vision 
Theme-Based Ministry Project 

Pacific Western Region & First Universalist Church of Denver 
 

SLT = Singing the Living Tradition/ STJ = Singing the Journey / WW = UUA Worship Web/ T = Touchstones 
 

Please attribute the authors of these resources in the Order of Service and in the service itself. 
 
Part 1: Sample Order of Service 
Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources 
 

Part 1: Sample Order of Service 
This sample order of service illustrates one way to break the sermon (aka talk, lecture, etc.) into two or 
three parts. One part would use one of the sermon excerpts provided below, while the other one or two 
parts would be based on the theme and written and delivered by members of your congregation. An 
alternative using two parts would be to use two of the sermon excerpts in this packet. 
 
Announcements 
Gathering Music 
Opening Words 
Hymn 
Chalice Lighting (either spoken by worship leader or in unison by congregation) 
 
Sung Response #123 Spirit of Life by Carolyn McDade  (remain seated) 
Spirit of Life, come unto me. Sing in my heart all the stirrings of compassion. 
Blow in the wind, rise in the sea; move in the hand giving life the shape of justice. 
Roots hold me close; wings set me free; Spirit of Life, come to me, come to me. 
 
Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member) 
 
Meeting and Greeting (invite people to greet each other) 
 
Music  
 
Exploration I  Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the 

congregation on the theme or use pat of one of the sermons in section 11.  
(If you are just doing two explorations, eliminate this one.) 

 
Sharing of Joys and Sorrows (with lighting of candles or another ritual) 
(unison response) For the joys shared, we join you in celebration. For the sorrows and concerns 
spoken here, may you feel our sympathy and compassion. For all that remains unspoken, both joy and 
sorrow, may the caring of our community offer you both kindness and hope. 
 
Readings from the Common Bowl (use ten quotes from the Touchstones journal read by two people 
alternating—don’t read the names of the authors of the quotes, but allow a few beats between them so 
people can absorb the words and the meaning.) 
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Exploration II             Use one of the sermon excerpts provided below (ten minutes/1,000 words) 
 
Offering 
 
Reading or Responsive Reading 
 
Exploration III Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the 

congregation on the theme. 
Hymn 
 
Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison) 
We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. 
These we carry in our hearts until we are together again. 
 
Closing Words 
 
Postlude 
 

Part 2: List of Resources 
1.0: Opening Words 

1.1: Welcome to this place of possibility! by Rev. Marianne Hachten-Cotter (see below) WW 
1.2: May We Be Restored by Rev. Calvin O. Dame (see below) WW 
1:3: We Come to This Time and Place by Rev. David C. Pohl (see below) WW 
1.4: House of Welcoming by Rev. Orlanda R. Brugnola (see below) WW 
1.5: We Have Come by Rev. Jacqueline A. Collins (see below) WW 
1.6: We Pause This Hour by Rev. Bruce Southworth (adapted) (see below) WW 
1.7: Today we celebrate a dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (see below) WW 
 

2.0: Chalice Lighting 
2.1: Symbol of the Chalice Light by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (see below) WW 
2.2: May We Be Keepers of Thy Flame by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (see below) WW 
2.3: A vision for Unitarian Universalism in a multicultural world by UUA Leadership Council 
(see below) WW 

 
3.0: Hymns 

3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath 
3.2: SLT #20 Be Thou My Vision  
3.3: SLT #145 As Tranquil Streams 
3.4: SLT #288 All Are Architects 

 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 

4.1: The Chief’s Three Sons 
Source: One Hundred Wisdom Stories from Around the World by Margaret Silf (see below) 
 

5.0: Meditations 
5.1: Popularity by Rev. David O. Rankin (see below) WW 
5.2: Thou who art the vital center of our lives by Rev. Alan G. Deale (see below) WW 
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6.0: Prayers 
6.1: The church is a body by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (see below) WW 
6.2: Out of a troubled world by Andrew M. Hill (see below) WW 
6.3: The moment of prayer is an invitation by Rev. Earl K Holt III (see below) WW 
6.4: A Celtic Lorica (i.e., prayer of protection) by Rev. Maureen Killoran (see below) WW 
6.5: God of all generations by Rev. Marta M. Flanagan (see below) WW 
6.6: Unto that which is noblest in each of us we make appeal by Rev. Edward A. Frost (see 
below) WW 
6.7: Let Us Rest In This Peace by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (see below) WW 
 

7.0: Responsive Readings 
7:1: SLT #464 And Then by Judy Chicago 
7:2: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry 
7:3: SLT #466 Religion by Vincent B. Silliman 
7:4: SLT # 470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason 

 
8.0: Readings 

8.1: Who shall ascend unto the hill of the Lord? by Annie Dillard (paraphrasing the prophet) 
(see below) 
8.2: from Pilgrim at Tinker Creek by Annie Dillard (see below) 
8.3: from Pilgrim at Tinker Creek by Annie Dillard (see below) 
8.4: Lessons in Leadership by Rev. Anthony David  (see below) WW 
8.5: The Task of the Religious Community by Rev. Mark Morrison-Reed 
8.6: from The Shoemaker’s Window by Rev. Patrick T O'Neill (see below) WW 
8.7: Everything is Possible by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (see below) WW 
8.8: It’s Not Easy by Rev. Charles Magistro (see below) WW 

 
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice 

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones  (see below) WW 
 
10.0: Closing Words 

10.1: Grant Us your Peace by Rev. Polly Leland-Mayer (see below) WW 
10.2: Going Forth by Rev. Harold E. Babcock (see below) WW 

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 

11.1: Parabolic Vision: Making Sense of Faith by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (see below) 
11.2: Eyes Wide Shut by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (see below) 
11.3: Building a Cathedral by Rev. Jeannie Shero (see below) 
11.4: Through a Glass Dimly by Rev. Jeannie Shero (see below) 
11.5: Objects in the Mirror are Closer than they Appear by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (see 
below) 
11.6: Sight by Rev. Jeannie Shero (see below) 

 
12.0 Readings from the Common Bowl (see below) 
 

Part 3: Worship Resources 
1.0: Opening Words 
1.1: Welcome to this place of possibility! by Rev. Marianne Hachten-Cotter 
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Welcome to this place of possibility! 
This is love's hearth, the home of hope, 
a refuge for minds in search of truth 
unfolding, ever beautiful, ever strange. 
Here, compassion is our shelter, 
freedom our protection 
from the storms of bigotry and hate. 
In this abode, may we find comfort and courage. 
Here may our sight become vision 
to see the unseen, 
to glimpse the good that is yet to be. 

 
1.2: May We Be Restored by Rev. Calvin O. Dame 

     We come into one another's presence seeking some part of ourselves, knowing that we do 
not live alone, knowing that we cannot live fully if we are for ourselves alone. 
     We come as ordinary people, each with strengths and each with weaknesses, aware of our 
shortcomings. Our lives set before us many tasks. We are not always equal to them. 
     Too often we fall short of our best expectations of ourselves; we do not know enough, we 
are not always patient, we fall into anger, we cannot find strength, we do not wait for wisdom, 
we lack vision. It hurts. It hurts to acknowledge our shortcomings. 
     And yet, here we are, not always perfect, not always wise, but always human, gloriously and 
miraculously alive and breathing, wondrously and mysteriously human. 
     May our time together renew our hope. 
     May the stories we share refresh our courage. 
     May the songs we sing lift our spirits. 
     May the words we speak invigorate us. 
     May the touch of hands, the sound of laughter, the sight of faces new and familiar, restore us 
in faith. 

 
1:3: We Come to This Time and Place by Rev. David C. Pohl 

We come to this time and place: 
To rediscover the wondrous gift of free religious community; 
To renew the faith in the holiness, goodness, and beauty of life; 
To reaffirm the way of the open mind and full heart; 
To rekindle the flame of memory and hope; and 
To rekindle the vision of an earth made fair, with all her people one. 

 
1.4: House of Welcoming by Rev. Orlanda R. Brugnola 

Here find a house of welcoming 
Here find vision and hope 
Here be received as you truly are 
Unique and beautiful 
Your journey acknowledged 
Your love honored 
Let us rejoice together 

 
1.5: We Have Come by Rev. Jacqueline A. Collins 

    Let us be together in silence. Let our hearts listen. Let this house be quiet.  
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     …We have come to this hour to expand our hopes, deepen our vision and stretch forth our 
hand, knowing not what we shall touch but wanting to link our lives with other lives. We have 
come to give and to receive.  

 
1.6: We Pause This Hour by Rev. Bruce Southworth (adapted) 

     We pause this hour to honor the spirit and to accept ourselves as fragile humans, equally full 
of nobility and strength. 
     We gather, weary of life’s trials, yet cheered by infinite possibilities for love’s grace. 
     We meet with smiles and glad voices for old friends and new—every stranger a gift of 
potential friendship. 
     We rejoice in the keen intellect and the warm heart. 
     We remember those whose opportunities and needs our society thwarts, and 
     We give thanks for the blessings that are ours. 
     We praise all who extend a hand in service and whose vision of justice commands action. 
We pause; 
We gather; 
We meet; 
We rejoice; 
We give thanks; 
We praise; 
We proclaim our community. 

 
1.7: Today we celebrate a dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong 

Today we celebrate a dream awakening. 
Today we worship with renewed hope in our hearts. 
Today we act on an audacity of hopes and dreams for the future. 
Today we begin the hard work for justice, equity and compassion in all human relations, 
for today is a day like no other and it is ours to shape with vision and action. 
Let us worship together and celebrate a dream awakening. 
 

2.0: Chalice Lighting 
2.1: Symbol of the Chalice Light by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong 

Reverently I offer this symbol of our hope and high intent.  
Reverently I bequeath this flame to you.  
This is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world.  
Bear this light to others, one by one.  
Let the flame go from life to life till all is lit with its warmth. 
Tell that the light means wisdom  
Tell that the light means kindness  
Tell that the light means understanding  
Tell that the light means tolerance  
Tell that the light means sacrifice  
Tell that the light is a vision of a fairer world.  
Tell that this is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world. 

 
2.2: May We Be Keepers of Thy Flame by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert 
Rise up, o flame, by thy light glowing. 
Show us beauty, vision, and joy.  Singing the Living Tradition, Hymn #362 



 6 

O flaming chalice, symbol of a free faith, 
Burn with the holy oil of helpfulness and service. 
Spread warmth and light and hope; 
Warm hearts grown cold with indifference; 
Light dark places with justice; rekindle hope in despair. 
May we bring fuel for thy fire of love.  
May the oil of loving kindness flow from us to thy leaping flame. 
May hands of service shelter thee, 
That no winds of hate may extinguish thy brightness. 
May thy light and warmth be eternal. 
May we be keepers of thy flame. 

 
2.3: A vision for Unitarian Universalism in a multicultural world by UUA Leadership Council 

With humility and courage born of our history, we are called as Unitarian Universalists to build 
the Beloved Community where all souls are welcome as blessings, and the human family lives 
whole and reconciled. With this vision in our hearts and minds, we light our chalice. 

 
3.0: Hymns 
3.1: SLT #6 Just as Long as I Have Breath 
3.2: SLT #20 Be Thou My Vision  
3.3: SLT #145 As Tranquil Streams 
3.4: SLT #288 All Are Architects 
 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 
4.1: The Chief’s Three Sons 
Anonymous, adapted 

     Once there was a Native American chief who was nearing the end of his life. Even though 
he had tried many times, he was not able to decide which of his three sons should succeed him 
as chief. They all had admirable qualities, but he could not choose. He knew by tradition that he 
should select his eldest son, but he felt that the choice was too important to rely only on 
tradition. 
     One day, he gathered his sons together and said to them, “Do you see that mountain in the 
distance? I want you to journey to that mountain, climb to its summit, and bring back the thing 
that you think will be the most helpful in leading our people.” 
     The eldest son went first and after several days he returned with a large cloth bag filled with 
flint, a stone that was used to make arrow tips and spear points. He said to his father, “Our 
people will never live in fear of our enemies. I know where there is a vein of flint that will last 
us for many years. We will always be able to have enough weapons to defend ourselves and to 
hunt the buffalo.” 
     The middle son was the next to make the journey. He climbed to the top of the mountain, 
and on the way found forests rich with wood for making fires. When he returned, he said to his 
father, “Our people will never be cold in winter. I know where wood can be found in 
abundance to keep them warm and to cook their food. We will never have to fear winter again.” 
     The youngest son was the last to take the journey. He was away many days, only to return 
empty-handed. He said, “When I reached the summit, I found nothing worth bringing back. I 
searched everywhere, but the top of the mountain was barren rock and useless. Then I looked 
out toward the horizon, far into the distance. I was astonished to see a new land with forests, 
meadows, mountains and valleys, fish and animals–a land of great beauty and great peace. I 
brought nothing back, for the land was still far off and I didn’t have time to travel there. I 
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would love to go there someday. I delayed coming back because I found it very difficult to 
return after seeing the beauty of that land! I want to take our people to this new land.” 
     The old chief’s eyes blazed with gratitude. He grasped his son in his arms, proclaiming that 
he would succeed him as the new chief. The old chief thought to himself, “My other sons 
brought back worthy things, necessary things. But my youngest son had a vision. He has seen a 
better land, the Promised Land, and he burns with desire to lead our people there.” Source: One 
Hundred Wisdom Stories from Around the World by Margaret Silf 

 
5.0: Meditations 
5.1: Popularity by Rev. David O. Rankin 

     To escape the trap of public acclaim, an authentic church should advertise as follows:  
Our worship is not an entertainment. 
Our congregation is not an audience. 
Our music is not a concert performance. 
Our preaching is not a trivial comfort. 
Our theology is not a marketing strategy. 
Our counseling is not a promise of prosperity. 
Our church is not a business enterprise. 
Our ministry is not a cult of personality. 
Our community is not a gathering of sheep. 
Our success is not a membership statistic. 
     In fact, it is probably better to be disliked, offensive, and scandalous. Even booing is 
preferable to mass applause. For no vision is worthwhile without the risk of rebuke. Every truth 
is born out of painful criticism. Love, itself, is crucifying. 

 
5.2: Thou who art the vital center of our lives by Rev. Alan G. Deale 

     Thou who art the vital center of our lives—We know that your presence is not called up by 
much speaking. Rather may we honor your presence in the absence of noise.  
     While we may not be on close terms, we would recognize the need for your help. There are 
many times when we cannot go it alone. When we would be strong, we discover that we are 
weak and need the confidence of your presence. When we would be good, we often forget our 
resolve and slip into evil and sloth. We need the vision of transcendent presence which you 
offer to us, encouraging us to be better than we are, challenging us to high resolve and a love 
that cares.  
 

6.0: Prayers 
6.1: The church is a body by Rev. Victoria Weinstein 

     The church is a body. May this body breathe and be together in the spirit of hope. May it 
feel held by comfort. Those who seek consolation, may they find it in the solace of this 
moment.  
     The church is a body. It is as strong as all the men and women who have ever gathered 
within its walls. It is the power of all they dreamed and all that they have done.  
     The church is a body. It is as vulnerable as the most newborn and untried of its members. It 
is ancient, and it is ever new.  
     The church is a story. It is the story of lives that are interwoven, brought together in this 
place and this time for the simple purpose of caring for one another, and helping one another 
along the arduous path from birth to death. 
     The church is a vision. It is a vision of unity amid diversity. It is a vision of reverence for all 
of creation. It is a vision that beckons us beyond the concerns of our own skins. 
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     In the silence, may we abide as one body in the spirit of faith, hope and love that is the story 
and the vision of this church. 

 
6.2: Out of a troubled world by Andrew M. Hill 

     Out of a troubled world of expediency and selfish strife, we come to this place set apart for 
the renewal of vision. 
     Great Unity beyond all differences, should our lives be narrowed by personal sorrow or 
tragedy, envision us with a sense of worth; should we be weary of the diminishing purposes of 
community and the persistence of global conflicts, envision us with your larger purpose; should 
we feel lost upon earth's lonely cosmic shore, envision us with joy and wonder. 
     Uphold us when weak. Embrace us when broken. Transform us when partial. Restore to us 
your great unity that we and the green earth and the cosmic law may become as one. 
     Great Unity, bless us now, in this moment of worship, with your commanding vision. Amen. 

 
6.3: The moment of prayer is an invitation by Rev. Earl K Holt III 

     The moment of prayer is an invitation to be calm in the midst of the tumult of the world and 
our over-busy lives, to bring together thought and feeling, mind and spirit, and to find some 
center -- some still point -- of perspective and peace.  
     Here in this sanctuary which has been the home for so many secret thoughts and hopes, fears 
and desires, may we feel free to look at ourselves with true honesty. May we be unafraid to face 
the decisions we have been trying to avoid, the doubts and questions it has been easier to 
ignore, the things we have tried to keep hidden not only from others but even from ourselves.  
     May we come to discover that there are resources within ourselves and beyond us that are as 
hidden but as real as our secret doubts and fears. New dimensions of the spirit within and 
without will be revealed to us as we confront ourselves honestly and come to understand that 
we are not isolated from the community of life and spirit, but that our soul's suffering connects 
us with the hidden suffering of others. May we come to see that in our deepest loneliness we 
are not alone, and may we be emboldened by this vision to reach out to others in their need and 
so finally to discover that to give is not only more blessed than to receive, but that to give to 
others is to receive what we most need for ourselves. Amen. 

 
6.4: A Celtic Lorica (i.e., prayer of protection) by Rev. Maureen Killoran 

Spirit of all blessing, 
be with us 
in the ordinariness of our days.  
May hope’s light guard us and keep cynicism from our hearts. 
May the energy of laughter’s build endurance for the dark times of our lives. 
May creativity’s vision grant the possibility of seeing old relationships with new eyes.   
May the oil of healing keep us 
from anger’s hardness or despair. 
May the mantle of humility give courage to admit when we are wrong. 
May compassion’s loom weave in us 
the discipline to forgive. 
May patience help us bear in mind 
that ours is not the only scale of time. 
May the flame of justice be a beacon for the choices we must make.   
May peace be ever in us 
and sustain our stressful days.   
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Spirit of all blessing, 
be with us 
in the ordinariness of our days. 

 
6.5: God of all generations by Rev. Marta M. Flanagan 

     God of all generations, in all the power, mystery and design of this world, draw us near, 
inspire us to see anew the life before us. Make us like the child who sees so clearly and touches 
so deeply. From the source of our being, we yearn for new vision, new eyes to see the world, 
new ears to hear the cries of sorrow and of joy. Uplift us to the glories beheld in ourselves and 
in those around us. And yes, open our hearts to the pain we guard within ourselves and to the 
pain known by the hungry in body and in spirit. 
     In this moment of life, sustain us in the silence of our own thoughts and prayers... 

 
6.6: Unto that which is noblest in each of us we make appeal by Rev. Edward A. Frost 

     Unto that which is noblest in each of us we make appeal.  
     Unto those common ideals of justice and mercy that bind us in common humanity we turn 
for inspiration.  
     Unto the fearless dreams of our forebears in the worship of their gods and their vision of 
truth, we bow in gratitude.  
     Unto the larger vision now at birth within us and in our children, we pledge the full strength 
of our bodies and our will. 

 
6.7: Let Us Rest In This Peace by Rev. Victoria Weinstein 

Spirit of Life and Love, 
We have gathered again out of our separateness to know that we are not alone. 
In our fears, we are not alone. 
In our grasping for peace, finding it in fleeting moments, 
and losing it again to some turmoil of the mind and heart, we are not alone. 
In our cynical moments, our wonderings 
Is this all there is? 
Is this the best we can do? 
we are not alone. 
In our pain, we are not alone. 
And so we dwell in You, Spirit of healing and wholeness, 
for this brief time— 
Willing to be held here in an immense and eternal love 
whose origins we do not know, 
whose reality is irresistible. 
It calls us on. 
It reaches between us to fill spaces. 
It consoles the grieving, and it calms the anxious. 
It gives new vision to eyes dimmed by tears and exhaustion, 
it opens the ear to deeper truth. 
It makes a place in the heart as hope. 
Let us rest in this peace, and be held here. 
 

7.0: Responsive Readings 
7:1: SLT #464 And Then by Judy Chicago 
7:2: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry 
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7:3: SLT #466 Religion by Vincent B. Silliman 
7:4: SLT # 470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason 
 
8.0: Readings 
8.1: Who shall ascend unto the hill of the Lord? by Annie Dillard (paraphrasing the prophet) 

Who shall ascend unto the hill of the Lord? 
Who shall walk on that holy ground? 
We are the only ones. There is no one but us. 
We bring all of ourselves. 
Unfinished and incomplete. 
Hurt and broken ourselves. 
We come fearful of the task, our power too puny and our vision too small. 
Who shall ascend unto the hill of the Lord?  
We also bring our experience of hope and possibility. 
We bring our intellects and our passions 
And our deep knowledge that there is a universal love  
Which has never broken faith with us and never will. 

 
8.2: from Pilgrim at Tinker Creek by Annie Dillard 

It was sunny one evening last summer at Tinker Creek; the sun was low in the sky, upstream. I 
was sitting on the sycamore log bridge with the sunset at my back, watching the shiners the size 
of minnows who were feeding over the muddy sand in skittery schools. Again and again, one 
fish, then another, turned for a split second across the current and flash! The sun shot out from 
its silver side. I couldn’t watch for it. It was always just happening somewhere else, and it drew 
my vision just as it disappeared: flash, like a sudden dazzle of the thinnest blade, a sparking 
over a dun and olive ground at chance intervals from every direction. Then I noticed white 
specks, some sort of pale petals, small, floating from under my feet on the creek’s surface, very 
slow and steady. So I blurred my eyes and gazed towards the brim of my hat and saw a new 
world. I saw the pale white circles roll up, roll up, like the world’s tuning, mute and perfect, 
and I saw the linear flashes, gleaming silver, like stars being born at random down a rolling 
scroll of time. Something broke and something opened. I filled up like a new wineskin. I 
breathed an air like light; I saw a light like water. I was the lip of a fountain the creek filled 
forever; I was ether, the leaf in the zephyr; I was flesh-flake, feather, bone. 

 
8.3: from Pilgrim at Tinker Creek by Annie Dillard 

When her doctor took her bandages off and led her into the garden, the girl who was no longer 
blind saw “the tree with the lights in it.” It was for this tree I searched through the peach 
orchards of summer, in the forests of fall and down winter and spring for years. Then one day I 
was walking along Tinker Creek thinking of nothing at all and I saw the tree with the lights in 
it. I saw the backyard cedar where the mourning doves roost charged and transfigured, each cell 
buzzing with flame. I stood on the grass with the lights in it, grass that was wholly fire, utterly 
focused and utterly dreamed. It was less like seeing than like being for the first time seen, 
knocked breathless by a powerful glance. The flood of fire abated, but I’m still spending the 
power. Gradually the lights went out in the cedar, the colors died, the cells unflamed and 
disappeared. I was still ringing. I had been my whole life a bell, and never knew it until at that 
moment I was lifted and struck. I have since only very rarely seen the tree with the lights in it. 
The vision comes and goes, mostly goes, but I live for it, for the moment when the mountains 
open and a new light roars in spate through the crack, and the mountains slam. 
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8.4: Lessons in Leadership by Rev. Anthony David 
     We’ve got to be there when the moment comes. So much is at stake in how we use our 
influence. And it’s not always a matter of responding to crisis. Parker Palmer puts it this way: 
“I lead by word and deed simply because I am here doing what I do. If you are here, doing what 
you do, then you also exercise leadership of some sort.” Even just to smile across the room at 
someone you know—just to acknowledge their existence—can be a kind of leadership, an 
exercise of influence that is truly important. Just by smiling across the room, you are living into 
a larger vision of a community that strengthens and encourages. Someone was talking about 
this just the other day—how horrible and withering it feels to notice someone looking at you 
but they don’t smile, they don’t acknowledge your existence…. Leadership is about making the 
vision real, in acts both big and small. You see a piece of trash on the floor, and you pick it up 
even if you aren’t the sexton, even if you aren’t part of the paid staff, even if you hear a voice 
in your head that says, “Ahh, …surely someone else will do it.” No. YOU do it, and as you do 
it, your simple act of leadership is helping to create the Beloved Community vision that says, 
“We are all in this together. It’s up to all of us. Pull together and not apart. Everyone chip in. 
The ministry here involves every friend, every member, because that’s what it takes to live out 
our mission of changing lives. That’s what it takes.” 
      Leadership is everyone’s vocation, expressed through acts both big and small. It’s about 
how we use our influence, towards the direction of some larger vision. It’s about how we 
respond to the call, when it comes.  

 
8.5: The Task of the Religious Community by Rev. Mark Morrison-Reed 

     The central task of the religious community is to unveil the bonds that bind each to all. 
There is a connectedness, a relationship discovered amid the particulars of our own lives, and 
the lives of others. Once felt, it inspires us to act for justice.  
     It is the church that assures us that we are not struggling for justice on our own, but as 
members of a larger community. The religious community is essential, for alone our vision is 
too narrow to see all that must be seen, and our strength is too limited to do all that must be 
done. Together, our vision widens and our strength is renewed 

 
8.6: from The Shoemaker’s Window by Rev. Patrick T O'Neill 

     Here is what I know about communities of faith: these are precious and rare, life-changing 
institutions, these little churches of ours. They touch people and they are meaningful in 
people’s lives in ways that most of us can only guess at -- even those of us who have been 
active committed leaders ourselves for many years. 
     A church, finally, is nothing more than its people and what they bring to it: their faith, their 
vision, their collective hopes and dreams, their memories and their customs, their history, their 
prayers, their good works, and their values. And what community we are able to create here for 
ourselves is like that great stained glass window itself, pieced together always with painstaking 
love and unending patience, each one of us - shoemakers, cobblers, candlestick makers - 
bringing one more mosaic to the whole. 
     John Wolf, the Minister Emeritus of a church in Tulsa, once wrote:  
     “There is only one reason for joining a Unitarian Universalist church and that is: to support 
it. You want to support it because it stands against superstition and fear. Because this church 
points to what is noblest and best in human life. Because it is open to women and men of 
whatever race, creed, color, place of origin, or sexual orientation. 
     “You want to support a Unitarian Universalist church because it has a free pulpit. Because 
you can hear ideas expressed there which would cost any other minister his or her job. You 
want to support it because it is a place where children come without being saddled with guilt or 
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terrified of some celestial Peeping Tom, where they can learn that religion is for joy, for 
comfort, for gratitude and love. 
     “You want to support it because it is a place where walls between people are torn down 
rather than built-up. Because it is a place for the religious displaced persons of our time, the 
refugees from mixed marriages, the unwanted free-thinkers and those who insist against 
orthodoxy that they must work out their own beliefs. 
     “You want to support a UU church because it is more concerned with human beings than 
with dogmas. Because it searches for the holy, rather than dwelling upon the depraved. Because 
it calls no one a sinner, yet knows how deep is the struggle in each person’s breast and how 
great is the hunger for what is good. 
     “You want to support a UU church because it can laugh. Because it stands for something in 
a day when religion is still more concerned with platitudes than with prejudice and war. You 
want to support it not because it buys you some insurance policy towards your funeral service, 
but because it insults neither your intelligence nor your conscience, and because it calls you to 
worship what is truly worthy of your sacrifice. There is only one reason for joining a Unitarian 
Universalist church: to support it!” 

 
8.7: Everything is Possible by Rev. Peter Friedrichs 

     When we look at our lives, at the world around us, and consider the future, we have a 
tendency to sort our thoughts into categories: Is something real or is it an illusion? Is it possible 
or is it impossible? Could it have happened or was it made up? Can we do it or not? [In]…the 
story of the loaves and fishes …I would venture to guess that many of you, [upon] hearing that 
story, thought to yourselves “That’s impossible. It could never have happened.” Obviously, I 
cannot prove to you that it happened just as it was reported in the Bible, nor would I try to 
convince you of the literal truth of the story. But what if we let go of that reaction of “did it 
happen or didn’t it? Could it have happened or not?” and suspended our disbelief? How would 
we hear the story differently if we simply lived in the possibility? Just like when we’re trying to 
figure out how the magician does the trick, when we focus on the perceived “reality” of a 
situation, we miss out on the experience of the event and the meaning of the moment.  
     Whether Jesus actually fed 5,000 hungry people with five loaves and two fish, or whether it 
was some grand illusion performed by a master magician, is irrelevant. The story of the loaves 
and the fishes is a story of the victory of faith over fear. The disciples thought they would have 
a riot on their hands if they were unable to feed the hungry horde. They were convinced that the 
needs of the people far outstripped their resources and capabilities. “Send them away,” they 
urged Jesus. “We’re a bunch of fishermen in the middle of a desert and we don’t see a way out 
of this predicament.” But Jesus showed them that it was their vision that was limited. He 
showed them that unknown possibilities exist beyond our knowing. The story of the loaves and 
the fishes is a lesson in moving from a mentality of scarcity, where we believe that there isn’t 
enough to go around and that many must inevitably go hungry, to an attitude of abundance, 
where all our needs will be met and where all things are possible. 

 
8.8: It’s Not Easy by Rev. Charles Magistro 

I'm amused by the view that it's easy to be a Unitarian Universalist. It's as easy to be a UU as it 
is to search the murky waters of life without sure charts to guide us or any guarantee that we 
will find a safe port in which to put down anchor. It's as easy to be a Unitarian Universalist as it 
is to overcome the natural fear of the unknown and venture forth with nothing to sustain us 
save our zest for living and our hunger for new experience and new knowledge. Our way in 
religion is not the way of ease. We are called to be sailors. For many worlds exist waiting to be 
discovered. And not the least of them are within ourselves. It takes much persistence, courage 
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and curiosity to look into our own depths, to come to terms with the twin mysteries of being 
alive and having to die, to see ourselves in new and larger ways without being dishonest about 
our limitations. We have only begun to discover our potential. 

 
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice 
9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones              

We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of 
commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again. 

 
10.0: Closing Words 
10.1: Grant Us your Peace by Rev. Polly Leland-Mayer 

     Awesome and gracious God—you who are the power that brings us to life and the spirit that 
sustains us—forgive us for being less than we might be. Guide us to become what is in our 
power to become, in your service. 
     Send us out from this place of worship and time of celebration, to live lives of hope—to be 
nurturers of the vision of wholeness—and to serve as healers in this wounded world. 
     All this we ask in the name of those to come, and in the spirit of those who have gone 
before. Grant us wisdom—[grant us vision—] grant us courage—grant us your peace. Amen. 

 
10.2: Going Forth by Rev. Harold E. Babcock 

And now may we go forth 
in the certainty of faith, 
in the knowledge of love, 
and in the vision of hope. 
And in our going, may we be blessed 
with all good things on this day 
and forevermore. Amen. 

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 
11.1: Parabolic Vision: Making Sense of Faith by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     “‘Listen! A sower went out to sow. And as he sowed, some seed fell along the path, and the 
birds came and devoured it. Other seed fell on rocky ground, where it had not much soil, and 
immediately it sprang up, since it had no depth of soil; 6 and when the sun rose it was scorched, 
and since it had no root it withered away. Other seed fell among thorns and the thorns grew up 
and choked it, and it yielded no grain. And other seeds fell into good soil and brought forth 
grain, growing up and increasing and yielding thirtyfold and sixtyfold and a hundredfold.’ And 
he said, ‘He who has ears to hear, let him hear.’” 
     There he goes again. Jesus. Talking to anyone who will listen. Talking incessantly about the 
Kingdom of God, telling us that the Kingdom is like a seed that grows by itself, even when 
people are sleeping. Telling us that it is like a tiny grain of mustard seed that people took and 
sowed in the fields. Or, that it is like a pearl of great price sought by a merchant. Telling us that 
it will be easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for a rich person to enter the 
Kingdom. Telling us that the Kingdom is within us or it is nowhere.  
     All he did was speak in riddles, in parables, those so-called wisdom stories that are cryptic 
at best, unfathomable at worst. The author of the gospel of Mark said that Jesus “did not speak 
to them without a parable.” A parable is a meta-metaphor. It compares one thing to another 
seemingly unrelated thing. And the mystery is revealed if you have eyes to see, ears to hear, a 
heart to love. Jesus was possessed of parabolic vision, a way of seeing the world and others that 
was as powerful as it was unique.  
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     All Jesus did was try to help people make sense of faith, which, of course, makes no sense. 
Why have faith when we live in a world with so much tragedy and problems that seem to grow 
exponentially. And yet, without faith, what would be the point of anything. In a sense, faith is 
hope beyond hope, trust beyond trust, and love beyond love. It is an orientation toward life that 
goes beyond the senses. It informs a vision seen by the heart that our eyes always miss. It is 
grounded more in intuition, than in how we sense the material world around us.  
     I believe that a mature faith takes into account all of the reasons in the world for pessimism, 
of which there are many, weighs them in light of what is possible, and finds reason for 
optimism. I believe a mature faith never allows the enormity of a mountain to get in the way of 
trying to move it bit by bit for as long as it takes. I believe that a mature faith understands the 
leap of faith as one made “half-sure and whole-hearted.”  
     It is not an indication of pride or arrogance to say that you have faith in yourself. It is a 
statement of necessity, although faith in your self is hardly sufficient. As Reinhold Niebuhr 
wrote, “Nothing worth doing is completed in our lifetime; therefore, we are saved by hope. 
Nothing true or beautiful or good makes complete sense in any immediate context of history; 
therefore, we are saved by faith. Nothing we do, however virtuous, can be accomplished alone; 
therefore, we are saved by love. No virtuous act is quite as virtuous from the standpoint of our 
friend or foe as from our own; therefore, we are saved by the final form of love which is 
forgiveness.” When we begin to examine our faith, to make sense of it, we understand how 
vital it is to life itself.  
     Without faith, we have little reason to even get out of bed in the morning. With faith, our 
reasons for living and loving multiply exponentially. Faith cannot be prescribed or proscribed. 
It must be uniquely fashioned out of your experience of life. Unlike belief, faith is individual. 
No one else has your experience, your values, your dreams, or your faith. You can share and 
examine your faith with others in this religious community as a way of making sense of your 
faith. Through such examination, faith becomes an even more compelling motivation and 
compass in our lives, a vision of what is possible, as it ignites our own fire of commitment. 
Since we are made of the stuff of stars, let our faith burn brightly pushing away the darkness. 

 
11.2: Eyes Wide Shut by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     Unitarian Universalist minister Kirk Loadman-Copeland writes, “Our vision is often far 
more limited than we realize. This was certainly true for me as I entered seventh grade. There 
was such a stigma associated with wearing eyeglasses that I memorized and cheated on the 
annual eye exam  
in every grade school. I was with members of the youth group at the church I attended. A girl in 
the group had just gotten new glasses and everyone was trying them on for fun. When my turn 
came and I put them on, the world before me changed. What had been so blurry for so long 
suddenly emerged from a visual fog into a clarity that was almost overwhelming. The world in 
fact had sharp edges, not blurry one. Within three weeks, I had my own pair of glasses. Without 
them, my vision was 20 over 200, which meant that without glasses I was legally blind, and had 
been so for many years.” 
     Whether corrected or not, our vision is far more limited than we realize. Too often, we do 
not see people as they are, but as we are. This happens when our vision is affected by our 
assumptions, prejudices, and attitudes,  
all of which impede our ability to see. It can also happen because of neurological issues as 
Oliver Sacks famously recounted in his 1985 book, The Man Who Mistook His Wife for a Hat. 
We believe that we have eyes wide open, when in fact, they are wide shut or at least closed in 
some way that limits what we can see.  
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     Loadman-Copeland tells this story. “We had spent the morning and the early afternoon 
visiting the Po Lin Monastery, which is located on Lantau Island near Hong Kong. The 
monastery is home to Tian Tan, a bronze statue of the Buddha that is 112 feet tall and took 12 
years to build. The Buddha faces north, looking over an expanse of the South China Sea toward 
the people on the Chinese mainland. By ‘we,’ I mean my wife, Carol, and our then two-year 
old newly adopted daughter, LinsiAn. Exploring the statute meant climbing 268 stairs from the 
monastery to the base of the statute. Visiting the statue and exploring the monastery was 
followed by a delicious vegetarian lunch in the monastery’s restaurant. We then got in our 
small tour bus and headed back along a narrow winding road in the direction of the 5-star Regal 
Airport Hotel where we were staying. The hotel adjoins the Hong Kong airport and we were 
flying out the next morning. Our driver decided to give us a treat on the way to the hotel by 
stopping beside a beautiful beach to let us wade in the South China Sea. I was mesmerized by 
the beach and the water, and I wanted LinsiAn to take in the incredible beauty. I turned back to 
where she was sitting in her umbrella stroller to point to the water, only to see her eyes wide 
shut. She had fallen asleep again. I say again, because at key moments in our sightseeing since 
she had become part of our family two weeks earlier, she had fallen asleep. This happened 
when we visited a statute of Lord Bao in her hometown of Hefei, as well as a statue of Zhang 
Liao. Both men were famous in the early history of the city, which was first settled in the 
second century BCE. Carol and I had gone to China with eyes wide open, trying to see 
everything we possibly could, and LinsiAn was leaving China with her eyes wide shut.  
     He continues, “As I think back on that experience, I fear that my eyes were wide shut. 
Although I was looking at anything and everything, I wonder how much I actually saw in a 
country that was so different culturally from where and how I was raised. I was looking at 
China with Western eyes. Because of that, how much was I actually blind to or unaware of? 
    “Back safely in our room in the 5-star Regal Hotel beside the newly constructed Hong Kong 
International Airport, LinsiAn stands on our bed, points to her chest vigorously and says, ‘Wo!’ 
again and again. ‘Wo!’ ‘Wo!’ ‘Wo!’ We are baffled. We look the word up in our 
Chinese/English dictionary and realize that it means ‘me’ or ‘I.’ The toddler whose eyes were 
wide shut now wonders if the same is true of her new parents. My sense in that moment was 
that she was asking, ‘Do you see me?’  
     “The next morning we would fly to America. We couldn’t explain that to her, but perhaps 
she sensed that a big change was about to happen, a change as big as the adoption itself.” 
     Do you see me? The question has nuances depending on which word you stress: “you” or 
“see” or “me.”  
Do you see me?  
     It is said that the eyes are the windows to the soul. Do you see me? The truth is that those 
windows should be transparent in both directions. Our eyes should also have the capacity to see 
the soul of others, as well as the soul of the world.  
     Do you see me? The French writer and aviator, Antoine de St. Exupery, understood the 
essential nature of this question, the existential nature of this question, which is why he had the 
fox in the book, The Little Prince, say, “It is only with the heart that one can see rightly. What 
is essential is invisible to the eye.” 
     Do you see me? Do I see you? The real me! The real you!  
Only if and when our heart has trained our eyes to see with compassion. It is likely that we are 
all in need of those corrective lenses if we are to transform seeing into vision. 

 
11.3: Building a Cathedral by Rev. Jeannie Shero 

     In 1386, construction of the Milan Cathedral began. About 100 years later, a woman 
walking by the cathedral saw a man there with a hammer and a large piece of stone. Many 
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other pieces, some cut, some rough sat in the yard. She asked, “Sir, what are you doing?” 
     Sweaty and covered in dust, he didn’t even look at her. “Can’t you see? I’m cutting this 
stone.” 
     Curious, she walked on and saw another mason nearby. “Sir, may I ask, what are you 
doing?” 
     Sweaty and covered in dust, he looked off into the distance, “Me? I’m just trying to feed my 
wife and seven children.” 
     Touched, she continued, and spoke to a third man, “Sir, what are you doing?” 
     Sweaty, dusty, he lifted his eyes. “I am building a cathedral.” 
      Bill Shore, author of The Cathedral Within, from which this story is adapted, said, “The 
Cathedral of Milan took 513 years to build. Everybody… would spend their entire life working 
on it, and they wouldn't see their work finished. And that did not detract from their 
craftsmanship or dedication. It actually enhanced it.” 
      [Members of our congregation] …are building a cathedral. The cathedra…, creating a 
healed and whole world, cannot be finished in a day, or even in our lifetimes. It takes vision to 
see our own labor of love as vital, worthwhile, and meaningful to build a world we know we 
will never see.  
     Vision requires the ability to look not only up and at the horizon of the best possible future, 
but also to look down at the ground, at the stone and hammer in our hands that will become part 
of our cathedral. Each task, each step is worthy, necessary, and moves us toward the goal. 
     We can know that we will not see the work finished—not for equal rights, or equal value 
and respect for all, not even our own personal formation.  We cannot build Milan in a day, or 
transform the world in a decade.  
     …I never met anyone who had attained all of their goals, or become exactly who they 
wanted to become—[and those I have met in hospice…] were preparing to die with much 
unfinished work—many stones left uncut, the cathedral of their hopes for the world not yet 
completed. Yet, I [have] met so many, who in their last moments felt that they were whole, 
ready, and had done enough with life to be at peace. Not every stone was cut and set in place, 
but enough were, and they trusted the good work to others to continue. 
…[A]ll of us [here] help cut stones and set them in their place. We are building the cathedral of 
our faith, our legacy, our own lives lived deeply and well.  No matter what the task, from 
beloved coffee, to the choir, the Board, or the caring ministry that we all share, all that we do 
contributes. …If the Milan Cathedral has anything to teach us, we …[have a long way to go]. 
So get some coffee, some good companions, some potluck lunch, and, together, let us continue 
the good work. 

 
11.4: Through a Glass Dimly by Rev. Jeannie Shero 

     There are some things that we should see that we completely miss, and others that we are 
looking for and still cannot see. As a child I often heard a scripture quoted when someone 
longed to know something beyond their grasp, “Now we see in a glass, dimly, but then we shall 
see face to face.” Confused, I learned that the saying might refer to the afterlife, when all will 
be made clear to us.  
     The afterlife? Well that seems like a ridiculously long time to wait—I thought, as a child, 
and at many other times. I need answers here, now… or at least soon. I need what we all need, 
a sense of direction, calling, vision for where to go and how. Yet, there are limits to our 
knowing and becoming. 
        [T]he Johari Window… identifies four quadrants of our personality and relationships. One 
is the known self—what we know about ourselves and share with others. The second is the 
hidden self—what we know about ourselves that we keep quiet until, if ever, we decide to share 
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it. The third is our blind spot—what others can see about us pretty easily, but we cannot seem 
to see about ourselves. The fourth is the unknown—this is our potential, the possibilities that lie 
within us about which we are still ignorant, and others cannot see it either. 
     So, we know what we know, we see what we hide, they see what we can’t see, and none of 
us knows what else is possible. Sounds a lot like seeing in a glass dimly. 
     There is a uniquely human struggle, that of finding and living authentic lives. We struggle 
for clarity about who we are, what we should be doing, who we should be with, which 
relationships to cultivate, how to forgive (knowing that it is actually unusual to truly forget), 
how to move through pain when life serves it to us on an awful, sorrowful platter. We struggle 
for clarity and vision. Once we have it, the moment may blink by and the inspiration is lost just 
like the water swirling down the shower drain. It sounds bleak… It can be a lot like a poem by 
Phillip Pulfrey: 

Expectant of greater things, 
We try climbing - 
Higher 
And Higher; 
An effort that costs us much, 
Leaving us short of breath 
To find only 
The ground below is much prettier. 

     …[T]he irony of this poem…hits home. Sometimes it feels that way: struggle, struggle, 
climb, look around, and then see that what we truly need is on the ground we left while looking 
for “better” things. Hopefully, we then choose wisely to descend to solid ground below.  
     We need solid ground, which means that we need community. It is the journey together that 
helps us to bear the uncertainties, to bear up under disappointment, and yet to have hope, faith, 
and love to move far out into the unknown with confidence, knowing that somehow, even as 
we wade through the water, we are on the right path.  
     Being human is hard, challenging work, work that asks for all that we are and for us to keep 
tapping into that unknown quadrant of our hearts and minds—not knowing what potential we 
will find, but believing that it will be good and will help us to live more loving and authentic 
lives. We share this journey of being exactly who we are, together. Henry David Thoreau 
wrote, “Could a greater miracle take place than for us to look through each other's eyes for an 
instant?” Though we cannot see with clarity through one another’s eyes, when we take the time 
to try to look, we will see the beauty, the possibilities, the humanity within the other. Solidarity 
is worth its weight in gold. It is an act of love, and love is enacting our vision. 
     The Christian writer Paul, in I Corinthians chapter 13, writes of human nature, love, and 
possibility. He begins, “If I speak in the tongues of mortals or angels… If I have prophetic 
powers… understand all mysteries… have all faith… give away all my possessions to the 
poor… but do not have love, I gain nothing.”  
     All of those are singular acts. Love is communal—human to human, human and divine. 
There is wisdom here that speaks of our need for love and for one another, even when we 
cannot see our own blind spots, and cannot see into the future of how we might change the 
world. Paul writes of love. It is patient, kind, humble, giving, forgiving, celebrates truth 
wherever it is found, bears, believes, hopes, and endures all, without end. This is communal 
stuff. 
     Tall order for us who struggle for clarity, who long for a lasting vision that is compelling 
and helps us to live well. Then, Paul recognizes our natural, human, and I would say blessed 
orientation—we are limited, yet capable of love. We may still see like we are looking through 
dark colored glasses, but at least we can be sure of one thing: we have love, always within our 



 18 

reach, even in the dark.  
     Rev. Gretchen Haley says that human beings are “beautifully small and blissfully limited,” 
and always worthy of love. At times, vision is less about the lofty dreams of days to come, and 
more about keeping our eyes, our hearts, in the present moment, with ourselves, with one 
another. 
     Sometimes, we see as if through a dark glass, but here, we see face to face. There are limits 
to our knowing and becoming, to our seeing and living, [to our vision], but love is not one of 
them. 

 
11.5: Objects in the Mirror are Closer than they Appear by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     Mem Fox, in her book, Whoever you Are, writes “Little one, whoever you are, wherever you 
are. There are little ones just like you, All over the world. Their skin may be different from 
yours. And their homes may be different from yours. Their schools may be different from 
yours. And their lands may be different from yours. Their lives may be different from yours. 
And their words may be very different from yours, but inside their hearts are just like yours. 
Whoever they are. Wherever they are. All over the world.” It is a book about culture and the 
common humanity beneath culture. 
     Ilya Prigogine, a physical chemist who won the Nobel Prize for Chemistry in 1977, said, 
“The world is richer than it is possible to express in any single language.” Did you know that 
there are approximately 6,700 languages in the world? I would expand Prigogine’s words by 
adding, “The world is richer than it is possible to express in any single culture?” Of culture and 
language, Unitarian Universalist minister Jacob Trapp wrote, “I go to the bilingual services at 
Cristo Rey because I like singing... the very singable Spanish hymns. It helps that I can’t 
translate them completely; the words do not get in the way; there is more numinosity, [more 
mystery.] …Sometimes one should sing or pray only in an unknown tongue, let the mystery 
within us reach out to the mystery beyond…” 
    In August 1998, I attended a six-day train-the-trainer workshop on Prejudice Reduction in 
Washington, DC led by Cherie Brown of the National Coalition Building Institute. The event 
ended with a unique talent show. Groups of two or three people had to explain their culture to 
the rest of the participants. I was teamed up with a woman from North Carolina. We had no 
idea how to begin. That is the problem when you are part of the dominant culture because it is 
impossible to see what you have taken for granted as the norm all of your life. As we talked, we 
discovered that we had grown up in neighboring states, she in West Virginia, and I in 
Pennsylvania. I grew up in the city of Pittsburgh and she grew up in a holler in West Virginia. 
We assumed that there was nothing in common between our urban and rural upbringings. But 
as we began to share stories about our childhood, we discovered that we had both grown up 
poor in the Appalachian culture, which stretched from Pittsburgh in the north, down through 
West Virginia, and into northeastern Kentucky. We shared a common culture in terms of food 
and games and values and even the fact that neither of our childhood homes had a bathtub, 
meaning as young children we both took baths in galvanized steel washtubs in the kitchen on 
Saturday night to get ready for church. I know she would also resonate with Victoria Williams 
song, Polish Those Shoes. Williams describes my childhood experience every Sunday morning:  
“Sunday morning, getting ready for church/ We thought we looked fine, oh but it just wouldn't 
do/ You better polish those shoes, you better polish those shoes/ No one should see the dirt 
you've been through/ Get in there and polish those shoes.” 
     Even polishing shoes is a part of culture.  
     The reality is that objects in the mirror are closer than they appear. Our culture is so close to 
us that we can’t even see it. When we try to look at someone else’s culture, we end up looking 
in that same mirror, the side mirror on the car that clearly warns us that it is distorting what we 
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are looking at. In truth, every mirror we look into distorts what we see, if only by reversing the 
image. You can’t see culture, your own or another, by looking in a mirror. As Sydney Harris 
said, “The whole purpose of education is to turn mirrors into windows.” But it is easy to fool 
ourselves. We work to look through a window to see into another culture, but there is always 
the temptation to compare that culture with our own. As soon as we begin comparing, we find 
ourselves again looking into a mirror. “Mirror, Mirror on the wall, whose culture is the fairest 
of all?” 
   My invitation to begin to develop cultural competence. Greet others with wonder, with the 
curiosity of a child. So much is conditioned by our own culture that we must cultivate the 
ability to see with new eyes. As an example, throw out everything you think you know about 
beauty. When all the conditioning and prejudice is gone, you may be surprised at how much 
more beauty you see in the world. You may be surprised to discover that what seemed strange 
to you is now extraordinary. The truth is much of culture is invisible: values, norms, 
worldview, relational expectations, thinking and emotional patterns. As Antoine de St. Exupéry 
said, “What is essential is invisible to the eye, it is only with the heart that one sees clearly.” If 
we are really going to explore our own culture or that of another, we must take it in slowly, in 
small amounts allowing that culture to “touch the heart.” In this way, we will be able to “see” a 
person in their cultural context so that we can also see the deeper humanity that transcends 
culture. And this is what it means to have vision—the deeper way of seeing. As Mem Fox 
writes, “But inside their hearts are just like yours. Whoever they are. Wherever they are. All 
over the world.” This is the way to learn to see clearly. 

 
11.6: Sight by Rev. Jeannie Shero  

     In Pilgrim at Tinker Creek, Annie Dillard tells the stories of people born blind, or blinded 
early in life. Each later had surgery, which successfully returned or granted sight for the first 
time. These powerful stories got into her heart, and gave her a new vision, a new metaphor for 
life—from blindness to sight, not in eyes, but in heart and spirit.  
     Sight is not always about our eyes; seeing and being seen is a relational experience; and 
these are our choices. Dillard wrote, ''I walk out; I see something, some event that would 
otherwise have been utterly missed and lost; or something sees me, some enormous power 
brushes me with its clean wing, and I resound like a beaten bell…” She describes seeing as if 
for the first time this way, “I had been my whole life a bell, and never knew it until at that 
moment I was lifted and struck.” 
     What does it mean to truly see? And, what is the impact of being unwilling to see—to be 
blind even while having the possibility of sight? 
     In my life, there are things that I have seen, and been deeply blessed by the sight. There are 
also those I missed, as if I was truly blind. There are things that I have seen, which I would un-
see if at all possible. Most often, those things are not things at all, but people—people around 
the world who are suffering, who are in pain, whose lives barely resemble the concept of life at 
all.  
     Albert Schweitzer writes, “Think occasionally of the suffering of which you spare yourself 
the sight.” What have you seen that was painful, and how did the seeing change who you are 
and how you live life? 
     Because we affirm the interdependent web of existence, we are among those who take the 
risk of seeing, acknowledging, and owning our shared lives and future as it is in all it’s 
brilliance and utter darkness. 
     Seeing is beyond the anatomy of retina and lens. It is an act of faith: in life, ourselves, and 
each other. Helen Keller writes, “Faith is the strength by which a shattered world shall emerge 
into the light.” It is the willingness to walk out into the light of day, or the dark of night, and 
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look around, seeing what is there and being open to it. 
     Sight is a gift and carries the burden of responsibility. Unless we willfully wear blinders, we 
will have experiences of vision that sometimes lead to joy or longing, and sometimes to 
disillusionment or despair.  
     …I think of the devastation in our own state in recent years, and the irony of ruinous fires, 
drought, and a 100-year flood. To look openly into the bald land, made bare by fire or surging 
waters, is hard. Then, look into the faces of those gulping loss like water in the desert, and it is 
even more challenging. And then, to see ourselves as lovingly and permanently tied to one 
another, knowing well that the world we build will be the continued gathering of flint and 
stones to build weapons, or the gathering of wood to cook our own food, just ours, or the vision 
of a valley with a river, connected and bountiful, where there is room for us all.  
    This is the most difficult challenge we will face, and we must face it lifelong, the courage to 
have sight, insight, and vision. Annie Dillard writes, “We live in all we seek.” Let us seek 
seeing, sight, and vision, to carry us to the place where even when we close our eyes, we are 
not afraid, and if we lose sight of the path, we turn to our hearts for guidance, and to one 
another for strength. Love will guide us, if we are willing to see 

 
12.0 Readings from the Common Bowl 

“Your visions will become clear only when you can look into your own heart. Who looks 
outside, dreams; who looks inside, awakes.”   C.G. Jung 
 
“Where there is no vision, the people perish.”   Proverbs 29:18 
 
“Throughout the centuries there were people who took first steps, down new roads, armed with 
nothing but their own vision.”   Ayn Rand 
 
“Vision without action is a daydream. Action without vision is a nightmare.”   Japanese 
proverb 
 
“The question is not what you look at, but what you see.”   Henry David Thoreau 
 
“Everyone takes the limits of his own vision for the limits of the world.”   Arthur Schopenhauer 
 
“The real voyage of discovery consists of not in seeking new landscapes but in having new 
eyes.”  Marcel Proust 
 
“While there is perhaps a province in which the photograph can tell us nothing more than what 
we see with our own eyes, there is another in which it proves to us how little our eyes permit us 
to see.”   Dorothea Lange 
 
“Few are those who see with their own eyes and feel with their own hearts.”   Albert Einstein 
 
“The most pathetic person in the world is someone who has sight but no vision.”   Helen Keller 
 
“You can’t depend on your eyes when your imagination is out of focus.”   Mark Twain 
 
“May our sight become vision to see the unseen, to glimpse the good that is yet to be.”   
Marianne Hatchen Cotter 
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“Your identity and vision are composed of a certain constellation of ideas and feelings that 
surfaced from the depths … within you. To lose these now would be to lose yourself.”   John 
O’Donohue 
 
“When I dare to be powerful, to use my strength in the service of my vision, then it becomes 
less and less important whether I am afraid.”   Audre Lorde 
 
“Gratitude makes sense of our past, brings peace for today, and creates a vision for tomorrow.”   
Melody Beattie 
 
“Vision is the art of seeing things invisible.”    Jonathan Swift 
 
“The first step toward creating an improved future is developing the ability to envision it. 
Vision will ignite the fire of passion that fuels our commitment to do whatever it takes to 
achieve excellence. Only vision allows us to transform dreams of greatness into the reality of 
achievement through human action. Vision has no boundaries and knows no limits. Our vision 
is what we become in life.”   Tony Dungy 
 
“Young lovers see a vision of the world redeemed by love. That is the truest thing they ever 
see, for without it life is death.”   Wendell Berry  
 
“Work without vision is drudgery. Vision without work is dreaming. Work plus vision—this is 
destiny.”   Gordon B. Hinckley 
 
“The responsibility of tolerance lies in those who have the wider vision.”   George Eliot 
 
“Every …[person] takes the limits of his [or her] own field of vision for the limits of the 
world.” Arthur Schopenhauer 
 
“Yesterday is but a dream, tomorrow is only a vision. But today well lived makes every 
yesterday a dream of happiness, and every tomorrow a vision of hope.”   Kālidāsa 
 
“Oh what a wonderful soul so bright inside you. Got power to heal the sun’s broken heart, 
power to restore the moon’s vision too.”   Aberjhani  
 
“Having a vision is not enough. It must be combined with imagination, determination, faith, 
hope and passion. It is not enough to just stare up at the stars...we must become the stars that 
the stars shine down on.”    Victoria June 
 
“Children are remarkable for their intelligence and ardor, for their curiosity, their intolerance of 
shams, the clarity and ruthlessness of their vision.”  Aldous Huxley 
 
“The more boundless your vision, the more real you are.”   Deepak Chopra 
 
“There is more to us than we know. If we can be made to see it, perhaps for the rest of our lives 
we will be unwilling to settle for less.” Kurt Hahn 
 
“You are here in order to enable the world to live more amply, with greater vision, with a finer 
spirit of hope and achievement. You are here to enrich the world.”   Woodrow Wilson 
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“Fast drivers can see no further than slow drivers, but they must look further down the road to 
time their reactions safely. Similarly, people with great projects afoot habitually look further 
and more clearly into the future than people who are mired in day-to-day concerns.”   Robert 
Grudin 
 
“It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye.” 
Antoine de St. Exupéry 
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